The riddle 


is now spread on the wooden ground of the student 
dormitory. However they shuffle it, it stays unmoved and 
reads the same. The student squint and sneer at it. 


Their voices overlap, eager to shout out advices. 


“Do you know of the child oracle,” 
ask the students, “maybe the child oracle could help?” 


Corpse shakes its head. In its limited memory, it has never 
heard of a child oracle. 


The students are happy to explain: 

“The child oracle is a benevolent godling. A child 
born with three teeth. I heard they glisten as the oracle 
laughs, just like pearls in a mussel.” 


“They say seeing the teeth is like a blessing. Because 

of this, it is a habit to cheer the child oracle up with cordial 
jests and offerings. Folk there keeps the oracle in a 
perpetual laughter. Like this, they can all spend their lives 
in a constant bliss.” 


“They say the oracle’s golden cradle is heavy with 
gifts. The offerings spill out to the ground, growing into 
mountains of well meant wishes. Only a thin alley is 

left free between them, making just enough space for a 
new devotee to squeeze through and look at the smile.” 


“You can glimpse at your future inbetween the oracle’s 
gums. It will look back at you genteelly.” 


“Its smile is a well meant hex.” 


“I propose for you to visit the oracle. A chance to count 
its teeth could help your case.” 


Corpse reflects upon the path it should pursue. This 
solution seems reasonable. Helped by the other students, 
corpse diligently prepares sfor the travel. It does not 
take long to pack all its humble possessions. With the 
coming morning, corpse sets out to meet the oracle. 


The corpse is advised to travel in a forest, never leaving 
the left side of a river. Finally, it arrives at its destination. 
The oracle is a child built frail. Starring thin lipped out 
of a window, it plays a slow tune on a lyre. It seems shy 
to share its boon of laughter. 


To cheer it up, corpse performs a song. 

The tune is about a traveler, or perhaps an enchanter. 

A humble one, for the enchanter never uses its power and 
does little but ride alongside the course of a bewitched 
river, often pausing to hold long conversations with birds. 


The child is mesmerized by the song and its tale. 
It requests corpse to teach it. Corpse agrees to this, and 
becomes a tutor. 


The teeth are the reason behind the child’s thin lipped 
smile. The tutor learns this on a hot sunny day. 

They sit by the riverbank to cool their bodies with fresh 
water wind. The child pulls its mouth open. There’s 

too many teeth, its mouth is overflowing with bone matter. 
The child only speaks in fricatives, pressing air through 
the tight gaps. 


This condition continues to prey upon its health, and 

the already frail body is visibly declining with each day. 
Physicians are attracted by the child’s rare condition; 

but their diagnostics lead to no certain conclusions. 
Everyone seems much puzzled with the case, and each of 
the renowned doctors leaves unhappily. 


There is a decision made to send the child on a travel 
alongside a river. The physicians suggest maybe 
mountain air or spring water could sooth its pain. The child 
is mostly excited to go on adventures similar to 

the enchanted traveler’s. Together they find a boat that 1s 
willing to take the two of them on, for a small price 

of a song. The tutor sings and child plays the lyre. 


The boat is ready to sail away. Triumphant, they sail with 
the boat away. The tutor catches a sight of a full mouthed 
smile. 


For once, the child is the benevolent godling it was 
promised to be, laughing unabashedly. As the tutor glances 
up at the child’s figure outlined against the sun, 

a shudder shakes its body, and the marrow moves inside 
its bones. 


The tutor’s ears ring, and it looses sense of self for 
a moment. The feeling passes as quickly as it came. 


